PART IX
I

BERLIN was almost Russia. Thousands of faigtis were
profiting like myself by Germany's misfortune and had literally
taken possession of half the town. A tree-avenued canal in
which the stars danced reflectingly at night formed a frontier
line between the German and the Russian halves, I found an
apartment in a house on the bank of the canal.

On the Russian side all the book shops, provision stores and
restaurants were Russian. Russian newspapers were sold in
the streets, there was a Russian theatre and Russian music, and
a Calvinist church had been adapted to Russian orthodox
services. I met Russian professors, philosophers and founders
of new religions. Among the writers I met Maxim Gorky,
among the sculptors Archipenko, among the painters Grigorief,
The children had an migrfa lady as governess and an tmigfi
gentleman as violin teacher. Margaret attended a dancing
class that was managed by a Petrograd ballerina,

In this crazy, crashed world I felt completely in my element.
After a while, and with the advent of summer I travelled farther
afield for my news. In Munich Mr. Hitler had raised an army
of Fascists and threatened violence to the German Republic.
That he fizzled out into a mere nothing could not have been
foreseen. At the moment he seemed all-important.

In North-East Prussia troops were said to be massing on the
Polish frontier. That no war ever did break out does not
minimize the apprehension that prevailed. A position that is
still untenable was decreed by the Versailles Treaty. Perhaps
the war to put it right is only postponed. At all events that
end of Europe was simmering with discontent. My visit to
North-East Prussia coincided with the dawn of spring. After
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